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AN OLD WIFE'S VALENTINE.

The oid £tood at her ganden gate
The eve of Bt. Valentine 3
Ihe that ke a Fute

He touched the note with a tender care,
And he went to his sweet wife's side:

He stroked with his band her spow-white hair,
And be kissed her with loving pride,

b g
Ba, . with smiles and misty tears,
‘}; E alenitine l.lmm:hﬂz years.”

“D boys,” be sald, with & youthful pride,
lt“nml{u?lrlty years bcnin Ht:’.nd v
n your slde,
A Fair and nraitheal wife, R Forsato)
Count your life lueky, aa [ count mine,
And loyully kiss your Valentine.™
—Mary A. Barr, in Harper's Weekly.

VALENTINE'S VALENTINE.

On 2 cross street, just off an aristocratic
avenue, stood a row of tenement houses.
In one of these lived a widow and her
daughter, having only Iately moved from
a better part of the city.

The autumn before Mr. Dayton had
died, and Mrs. Dayton, never strong, had
been a complete invalid ever since. Now
winter had come, and Rose was watch-
ing the snow grow deeper and their
means grow less with an anxious heart.
Her name was Rose, but Lily would have
been better suited to her delicate beauty
and slenderness of form; but under the
fragile exterior dwelt a brave heart and
& vast amount of practical good sense.
Bhe stood by the window, one day, watch-
ing the storm drive past in white whirl-
winds, and, as she was engaged in re-
touching the pictures of frost with the
point of herscissors, her mind was busy

lanning how she could increase their
glender income. Suddenly she turned
away, and said, quite decisively for a day
dreamer, **1 have an idea, mamma.™

*‘Have you, my dear, just one?"" asked
her mother.

“Only one, just now,” she said, “'and
it's this. Do yvou remember the verses
I used to write for poor papa, and how
he praised me, and called me his little

. and said I would be famous some
She smiled pitifully, remember-

ay?”
had spoken in those

ing every word he
bappy days, and contrasted them sadly
with the loneliness of the present. -
I have any talent in that direction," she
contim:m.l’.- “I'm going to turnit to some
use now. I've heard of professional let-
ter writers—people who write letters for
other people for money, you know, and
I'm going to write valentines. There's
only a short time now before Valentine
day. and we must get my sign ready."’
klm Dayton helped her with a sad
heart, she, too, remembering how it kad
not been necessary once for her to puz-
zle her brains over ways and means.

By the first week in February a sign
appeared upon the strect door, and Rose
was busy devising rhymes of the sort in
which loves and doves, flowers and bow-
ers and happy hours completed the coup-
lets. She was very scrupulous in the
matter of authorship, and the verses
were always of her own coinage, and ns
original as the inspiration of sucha
threadbare theme could make them.

Her customers been numerons,
principally shop boys and girls and peo-

of the neighborhood, with whom she

some acquaintance; among the rest
one or two elderly victims called, whom
ghe found the most difficult to suit in
their selections of verses.

Valentine Day had comeand her little
couplets of sentiment were flying in all
directions over the city, and she was
thinking that she might as well bring in
ber sign now, when it attracted the eyes
of two rs-by. “*Valentines Written
to Order,” exclaimed one.  *I declare,
Val, here's a chance for an adventure.
Let's go in and get some verses—the
writer of them isa n;ginster; I know just
how she looks—elderly, about forty, say,
tall and thin, and wearing cork screw
ringlets; undoubtedly she has for com-
pany a cat, and a canary, and a geranium
plant. Suppose we inferview St. Valen-
tine's Laureate; I'll get her to write
some verses for me to send to Fan, but I
don’t know who you can send yours to,
poor boy, for you're heart-whole.” The
one thus compassi ly addressed re-
plied that he guessed he could dispose of
them in some way. So the two young
men, Valentine Clark and Frank West,
rang at the door and were as much sur-

ised at the beautiful young girl that
admitted them as if an apparition had
confronted them on the threshold, but
there was no retreat now, and after they
had made known their errand with con-
m‘m embarrassment in place of their

nonchalance, sheasked with anas-
sumption of professional dignity in s
wonderfully musical voice: *What would
you like for the subject of your valen-
tines?” Frank was the first to recover
his self-possession, and said, *You make

mine the ‘Last A ,’ something about
Cupid's darts m«g‘ﬁ;]adinghm" She
luoﬂed at him half doubtingly, but pro-
ceeded to search her papers, and
make a selection th , which she

offered him. He read it over and
pounced it capital. **Now for Val,” he
exclaimed, +‘give him a *declaration
first lo\ée' —Wmﬁm and retir-
"' She squiver again
l:fd found a stanza w thought
i It was the best

mbﬁ sppropriate.

wk—indeed she quite prided
].emeu%;: jtas s metrical composi-
tion, which fact, had he known it
:,ﬂm"h'nebeu?n a delightful piece of
« O, mine are worth double that to

ne,” said Frank, as henamed the price,

and he carelessly gave her a dollar, “and | p

T'll know whereto come when I want a
verse or two on blighted love, or trans-
ferred affection, if this shouldn’t prove
successful. Come, Val," he added, set's
goand send our valentines now."

away—* Dec on of First Love'—
very appropriate, but rather precipitate;
t not be recipmcﬁed, you know.
that sort of thing does well enough
in m:relln‘. Will you send your valentine
now? I'm goingto in here to cop,
mine, and n;‘:nll t% F uﬂ? J
*Don’t,” said Valentine, impatiently;
“I shall keep mine, and you may
what you please with yours,”” and he
walked away, leaving Frank West stand-
ing on the st olghis uncle's office,
looking after him with a comical air of
mingled pity and astonishment, depicted
on his face.” When Val had disappeared
in a receding car he gave a pmr:
whistle and ej : *“Hang it! T've
done it now! Who would have thought
of such a thing? TI'll have to langh him
out of this delusion, else there’'ll'be the
dickens to pay, when his family hear of
it, and they’ lrbrin ve ce down on
my unsuspected head.” It'll go hard
with Val, too, for when his mind is
made up, might as well try to move a
six-story block as to make him swerve
from his purpose. Poor boy!" Be it
known that this same ‘‘poor boy' was
older by a couple of years than this
oung man of twenty-one, who looked
at love in all its dealings from a business
standpoint, and had little faith in love
at first sight, bleeding hearts, and *all
that =ort of thing."
The next time these two young men
met, Frank West rallied Valentine Clark

on his recent fascination. * Well,
Val,” he exclaimed, with provoking
coolness, ** have you seen St. Cecilia

again? Has she sccepted thy Declara-
tion of First Love? and comest thou
here to tell me that thy fate is sealed?
Whenee this frown on thy brow, and
that scornful curve on thy lip?”

“Enough nonsense, Frank,”" gaid Val-
entine, carelessly. *‘Let’s drop the sub-
ect.””

“Exactly what I say,” answered
Frank; it s all nonsense, but I was
afraid you might be ‘getting foolish," as
the Shakers say, over the pretty little
valentine writer—she was pretty, that's
a fact. I sent the verses to Fan and
they accomplished their purpose. She
guessed who sent them; didn’t know of
my poetical ability before, thought the
verses ‘just lovely,’ ndmired the senti-
ment, ete. What if 1 had told her the;
were not original (but I haven’t,) that
bought them and paid for them with sil-
ver? Half the charm would be lost.”

After they had separated Frank West
congratulated himself that he had led
Valentine Clark to see the error of his
ways, and had cured himof his foolish

ancy. “It's a wonder, though,” he
said to himself **for Valis such a dream-
er that he never sees the ludicrous side
of anything. This frenk—which might
have proved an unfortunate one for him
—is as foolish as the notion he took into
his head of educating that little girl he
picked up somewhere ayear or so ago;
be thought he had discovered a wonder-
ful artistic talent in her, which wasonly
an ingenious trick on her part of obtain-
ing help.

“He's safe now, until some other odd
fancy strikes him. Perhaps he would
not have been so sure that his badinage
had succeeded, could he have seen his
friend above in his room, heard his solilo-
quies and known who was the one that
tigured extensively in his sleeping and
waking dreams, but he did not know,
and in the business and pleasure which
filled the next two months the episode of
the 14th of February was almost forgot-
ten, and he probably never would have
recalled it, had it not been for an inci-
dent that happened early in the spring.
It was April, Prut more Jike May, for, al-
though the winter had been severe, the
season was unusually forward. Frank
West and Valentine Clark were walking
through Central Park, when the former
suddenly perceived that his companion’s
attention was not given to the subject of
their conversation, and that his eyes were
resting on some distant object.

“There she is!" exclaimed Val. «I
thought jt was she.
talk some other time.™

“Wonderfully cool,” Frank West
thought, as he found himself walking
alone and saw Val's slim figure hurry-
hﬁ toward the subject of attraction.
*He takes it forgranted I'm not coming,
but I won't leave him now—I'll
bound if I will—he’ll need me to help
him out again, for it's that Miss—what
is her name, anyhow? I don't suppose
the dear fellow himself has the most re-
mote idea what itis. It may be Smith
or Jones for all he knows. He turned
and sauntered across the park with a
nonchalent air, and came up to them
just in time to hear the ‘“dear fellow™
asking considerately how Mrs. Dayton
was now that spring had come.

«I'll Be bound if he does not know
her name already. His charming sister

es might be sick a year. und he
wouldn’t evince half so much solicitude
for her,” said Frank to himself.

Miss Dayton had seen and recognized
him; she bowed, but tly neither
she nor her companion had any intention
ofaskinﬁhim to join them; both seemed
quite oblivious of his presence.

«Poor mamma.”’ she answered Valen-

of | tine's inquiry with a sad smile,which only

made her still more beautiful in his eyes,
«she's better now, but she can't go out
doors yet. and she does long to see the
flowers so much—not hothouse plaats,
but violets and theliuieg'.nkapﬂng
beanties we used to find in the country;
she thinks it would make her well if she
could only have some, but I don’t know
where to get anf."
He did not tell her of the resolve he had
made, but asked if she often came tothe
ark.
“Not often,’” she replied, **for I'm too

busy.
«You don't write valentine verses
now?" he asked, smiling.

0, no,” and she smiled in return. “I

We'll finish our | VAagY

shall probably neverdo that foolish thing
again; I write some verses for my own
and mamma’s amusement, and I make

needle work.™

Valentine's resolve number two was
also kept to himself.

++0, I must go home now,"” said Rose,
quickly, *the :un is going down, snd
mamms will be expecting me."

“I was gthatway,” said Val, try-
ing to inventscme plausible errand on the
spur of the mement that would make it
necessary for his homeward way to lead
him seross Vine Street.

+Val,," sa’d Frank West, thinking it
was time for him to interfere; he apolo-
gized to Miss Dayton and said to the
other, **you know we're going down
to meet ur Burton atseven o'clock.”

«I'1l meet vou at the train,” said Val-
entine, but I —Agnes wished me to do
an errand for her in at Dartell's,"” and he
turned away from his friend, asking Rose
Dayton if he might walk home with her.
She blushed and said simply: *Isuppose
you may, if you were going my way, and
your friend, too,” = supplemented,

do | discretely.

«0), Frank has to goto the train," said
\l':l decm and without further talk
they se| 5

wo days after, a bouquet of fresh
blue and white violets, and other of the
earliest wild flowers found their way to
No. 105 Vine Street. The boy that
bronght them answered Rose Dayton’s
look of enquiry, 8s she took them, with:
] dunno who ‘twas sent 'em. He said
there wa'nt nothin’ to say.’' Before
she could question him further he had
bounded down the 8teps and was half
way up the street. i

“What is it, my dear?” asked Mrs.
Dayton, as she came slowly in from an
adjoining room.

“Some flowers, mamma—will flow-
ers,” said the girl, joyfully, as she buried
her face in the cool moist blossoms,
ssuch as we used to find in the woods
at dpa’s. How kind he was, mam-
ma, I told—"" she stopped abruptly, and
for the first time in her life fell to pre-
varicating.

“Who, Rus;'? Who sent them? Who
broughtthem? What did he say? Where
did he get them?"

Some one, who knew us, must have
sent them,” said the girl evasively:
« perhaps some one who knew that
you were sick, and that you loved
tlowers.”

[t might have becn old Mr. Wood,”

said Mrs. Dayton, “but I don’t know,
I'm sure; or, maybe it was Charlie
Stone, he nsed to get them for me once
in the while, when we lived on the
avenue,”
«Or, it might have been—some one
else,” sugzested Rose, and the truthful-
ness of her nature urged her to add—
ssPerhaps it was Mr. Clark, mamma;: I
met him in the Park a day or two ago,
and happened to mention to him thatyou
loved wild flowers.™

«Mr. Clark, did yonsay?" asked Mrs.
Dayton, with unusual animation for her;
«I don’t know any Clarks here."

«Don’t you remember the two gentle-
men who ¢came on Valentine Day?"' said
Rose. “This is one of them; [ have
met him once or twice since then, and
he is very kind, and inquired after you,
mamma."'

“If he sent them, T'd like to thank
him, I'm sure. Rosy, yon might write
and thank him, if you knew his address,™
suggested Mrs. Dayton.

<0, no," said Rose, quickly, “perhaps
they are not from him. But, whoever
it is, we thank them."

As spring passed and summer came,
Valentine frc'.quenlml Central Park, hop-
ing to meet Rose Dayton there again,
but, save once or twice when he had
caught a glimpse of her as he passed in
a car, he had mot seen her for two
months. One day the opportunity of
executing o plan he had formed some
time ago, was offered him by a remark
his sister made.

« Mamma.'' she said, languidly, **you

lace scarf thut Aunt Grace gave me; who
can we get to mend it. that will not
ruin it?"

« T know,"” said Val. who seldom paid
any attention to his sister’s perplexities
of this sort. ** I know who yon could
get to do it, and it would be well done,

“You? What do you know about lace-
makers?"? said his sister with astonish-
ment; **what protege have you on hand
now?"

Mrs. Clark. with an eye to business,
plied him, with questions, and Valen-
tine, remembering the explanations he
must make, thgight best to withdraw
with as few words as possible, and said
ely that he heard of her, and knew
where she lived, and Frank West had
seen her, too, and he guessed (he
thought the prevarication was pardona-
ble) his sister had ordered some lace
from her.

It all led to Mrs. Clark and her
daughter’s alighting from their carri
one day at No. 105 Vine Street, and:E:
unsuspecting mother explained inno-
cently that her son had heard of her by
way of a sister of his friend.

A few days after, Agnes Clark came
to her brother, and said, sweetly, **Dear
Val, you are slways so obliging, and I
am in such a hurry todgu ready for the
reception to-night, and John isn't here,
s0 m‘tg'eou go to that Miss —I've for-
gotten the name—that lace-maker and

nished it by this time.”> She was sur-
prised at the alserity with which Val
mm‘plied with her request, but had so
far forgotten his unusual obligingness,
as to be very much out of humor when
he did mnot return st the time she had
anticipated his arrival.

Once there he almost forgot his er-
rand, They talked of how hot and
dusty the city was, of how and
cool the country must be mow, and of
the matinee that afternoon, upon which
Val said, hmuhng’lg *By the way, 1
have some tickets which I purchased for

my mother and sister, but as they have
el nts, 1 beg that fv'onlnd
your er will accept them.” They

did so, and both greatly enjoyed the
holiday. Later on, an additional pleas-
ure awsited them; it so that
Mr. Valentine Clark wasreturning home
by the same car. He seemed delighted
with the girl‘s naive comments on the
afternoon's entertainment.

About a month later Frank West and
Valentine Clark left the city to spend a
few weeks in the country. After a few

days of hunting and fishing, Val an-

|

know how I have torn that beautiful pedi

t my lace scarf? She must have ing

lace now, and do some ether kinds of | Frank,

Val did not go back to the country,
snd when Frank West returned in
fall his glowing accounts and some-
what over-drawn pictures of i
life there failed to convince him that he
had missed anything by staying in the

eitz.
Dajton vmn.y w'::.‘} d
sat smiling over an

thinking of last year's episode and its
sequel. She was interrupted in her rev-
erie by the postman’s ring; she ran out
to answer it, snd returned with a let-
ter which she opened and read hastily—
her verses of & year ago.

To this a note was subjoined in another

This is the truth, but not the whole truth.
H you will let me call this z\'sninjﬂl will tell
you the rest. 1 shall come it not forbid
me. Youm VALENTINE.

+Q, it’s cruel, mamma," the girl cried,
d.mp}»(n the letter. *“He sends me back
that foo hminflwmwluﬂ-‘am:ry.
He despises me for it.”’
u"l.el;'me see, :l;a';.: said her m};fd

s, n re letter through
then lﬂﬁeﬂﬂy: “But I think he means
iL"

0, mamma! Youdon't think he could
care for me?" and Rose looked like her
namesake flower as she spoke.

“+Why not, my darling? Are $0
unlovable?" she said, with motherly pride
and affection in her voice." But Rose ran
away to her own 100m, there to quiet, if
possible, her perturbed heart. Subsequent
events bore witness that she wrote no for-
bidding letter.

o ded boy,"" said Frank when he
heard of his friend's approaching mar-
riage—it seems that Val was not the
first to tell him, dreading his cynical
comments. *‘And the uggnmﬁng art
of itis that he doesn’t look as if he
:ueeded pity—looks like the happiest man

w.’|

“But it is not so bad as it might be,”
said Mrs. Clark to her daughter, as they
talked of the coming event, *‘for she had
at least two of the ‘Three F.'s,” face and
family, and I've learned that Mr. Dayton
was once a very wealthy and influential
gel:]l:.l’e'man; your father knew him quite
we

So all mu&h places were smoothed in
the path of lovers; but Valentine
always rallied his pretty little wife as
having been the author of the proposal
= that he had not the wi?l to re-
fuse.— land Herald.

A Blind Beggar’s Bride.

A little girl named Murray, only four-
teen years of age, and s and slimly
built for her years, was married recently
to a blind man named Patrick Murphy,
midit'lg in St. Mary Street, below
Seventh. The brid m is a stoutly
built. tall man over fifty years of age,
and for the last eleven years has earned
his living in this city by soliciting alms,
being unable to secure other employ-

ment owin'ietohis infirmity. The girl
Murray is dau%hter of a pensioner,
now , and she lived with her

mother in the vicinity of Murphy's resi-
dence. She was emplaﬁml by the blind
man to lead him through the streets, and
on ‘occasions she accompanied him to
Harrisburg and other cities in Pennsyl-
vania where Murphy was in the habit
of making periodical visits in search of
nickles.

hA man named Sullivan, who kee 2 a
cheap grocery in St. Mary Street. told a
Press reponrir yesterday that ‘Murp&v
earned on an ave as much as fif-
teen dollars a week all the year round.
He had a considerable sum of money
saved in the bank, and after country ex-
tions had often handed Sullivan
tifty dollars to eighty dollars to takecare
. i‘:{ Ii:ﬂn:lid he marry ®"

*“Why ; 50 young a gi
asked &m reporter. S

"Wali.l he was u;::cusliomed Hw t.l;s

oung lady,”’" was reply. *He to

j:;ne that he should not regard her as his
wife until she had attained womanhood,
but that meanwhile he desired tohave 8
claim on her so that he eould bring her
up his own way. She ap to be per-
fectly contented, and it 15 & very good
match for her from a money point of
view. Imnever heard of Murphy owing
anybody a cent."

“Ehﬁre werethey mnn'ield?" o

“yrell, ule are, T 5 i »
Catholics, Im{ no pl?ie;“?wgu[ﬂie the
knot, the girl being 8o young. and so they
went to a Unitarian minister, and he
married them."

“Did you ever hear how Murphy lost
his sight?"’ asked the reporter.

«“Yes, I think he told me he met with
an accident in 8 machine at Cleve-
land, O., twelve years ago. He cameto
this city with #8,000, his entire savings
for years, and was robbed of every cent
ofitin a den in Alaska street the day
after his arrival.”

«How did that happen?”

“Why, he gotinto & conversation with
a stranger, and foolishly spoke about his

money, and said he wanted I.oarulit ina|.

bank. Hewas a simple sort of s fellow
and the r had no difficulty in tak-
him in. etoldMurE:yhemld
show him a bank where he conld place
and then took him

to s house in

street and told him
that was the bank. Murphy paid down
his money on a kitchen table and got a
receipt from a confederate of the wily
m-nfm'. and the unfortunate blind man
was e&inmthesaul::‘tlmd conducted a
uare or two an eaning against a
'glam Emt. A police officer soon m“%:n
enu}y im as to the so-called bank, but
nothing could be done to assist him, for
Murphy bad not the slightest idea where
he had been.'’—Philadelphia Press.
e A A —

—According to 8 recent order received
in Havana from Madrid, no manufactur-
er whatever is now allowed to use fo
his products the srms or emblems ol
friendly nations unless a special authori-
zation to that effect has been previously
obtained from the Government whose

emblems are intended to be
used. This measure has been adopted
at the request of the Austrian Govern-
ment to prevent Mesars. Corral & Co.
from stamping the Austrian im

uglaonﬂwircigarbuumdhbe

| for the col

30,000.

—The Girard fund for the support of
the Girard , Philade amount-
ed last year to 000. With imj

business, it is said it will y met

Bﬂ{'p.smm“ ot Brookly o Mk'eﬁd
i Xy rool to issue 13,-
% shares of stock nt’nt;nc dollar

the certificate of stock being s portrait of

—Mr. Matthew Arnold advocates a
cln.nq:‘ in the teaching elementary
schools, 50 as to give a larger place to

ples of action.

—President Darli
lege, is & busy worker. He does all
the in the chapel, hears al-
most every class in some recitation, and

out at intervals to make addresses
, and delivers dedication
and installation sermons.

—The Christain Leader (Universalist)
has a notice of a cong ion of that de-
nomination which has ided to cele-
brate the Lord's Supper without distrib-
uting the elements to the people. The

and wine are to “stand on the table

as sacred cymbols to through the
eye !.o the minister interpret-
ing.”

—The State of New York expended
£0,675,992 last year upon public schools
—a r amount than any other State.
Illinois follows with $6,735,478; then
comes Pennsylvania with $6,046,116.
New York has 386,225 illiterates out of
a population of 5.082,871, and Massa-
chusetts 168,615 out of a population of
1,783,085

—Baltimore's most fashionable Meth-
odist church has introduced electric
lights into its auditorium with exceed-
ingly pleasing effect. It is the Mount
Vernon Place Methodist Church, and the
Rev. Thomas Guard, D. D., one of the
most distinguished orators in the Meth-
odist fraternity, isits pastor. The church
edifice cost about £300,000.

—The Christian at Work says: *Upon
the subject of panper relief the Christian
Leader well gays: ‘How so to sdminis-
ter charity that it shall not be s curse,
so far from being a paradox, is in sober
truth one of the toughest and the most
serious problems of the age. But give
your neighbor's dog a bone for the third
time, and the question how to prevent
the animal from quartering upon you for
the rest of his life becomes more of a
puzzle than a problem of Hamiltonian
metaphysics.”  And the solutionof that

robl*m is—united systematic benevo-
ence discriminately bestowed.™

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.

—A German astronomer has found a
new planet. Anybod who misses any
of his planets should make a note of
this.—Tezas Siftings.

—Why is er money more valuable
than coin? ause you double it when
you put it in your pocket, and when you
take it out you find it in-creases.

—She (of a literary turn): “Doesn’t
this remind you of a lawn fete under
Louis XIV?" He (matter of fact):
“Beg pardon that was rather before my
time, you know."

—A while ago a ; of lynchers
down South pnstpoum hanging five
minutes to allow the victim time to fin-
ish smoking a cigar. This urrwes that
the use of tobacco prolongs life.

—They have found a King who
reigned in Egypt more than a cent-
nry before Abraham. He's dead
He's a mummy. He's not a pretty
mummy now; but mum he is, now.—
Norristown Herald.

—+Ike,” said Mrs. P “‘run
down town aud get some venom dis-
tinguisher; I do say, the cockpoachers
are getting so humorous that I'm almost
repelled to decoy them;" and Ike smil-
ingly said “‘yessum."

—+No, ma," she said, **Charles can
never be anything to me more. He has
come out in his season'g overcoat;
and oh, ma, if it only matched my new
dress, I wouldn't care so much, but it
doesn’t, and we have parted!"

=y e ek o
8 w can a like-
ness in Lhabyone-hnndredlk part of a sec-
ond. This time is not so short, however,
but the average boy could change his
position three or four times during a sit-
ting.— Titusville World.

—A cockney inquired at the postoffice
the other day for aletter for “*Enry Hog-
den.” ‘He ‘!r:: wlm‘;:s none.
ul mk ere, a .ng.nx!.
you've hmmin:?s hodd letter for my
name. It don't commence with a haitch;
itbe.giml wit & ho. Look in the 'ole
that's got the ho's.”
—A traveler visiting & Mexican cathe-
dral was shown by the sacristan, among
ohiel After L2

%aveleruid: Ly Haie-
hy, it is empty.™ " ™" retorted
MMn i i

tains some of the

that Takes hur In an’ keeps her m
account Wil git himself ped so l‘nﬁ
of lead that
gimf[n:reafur.gomls I R
ur won't Put for
hur, an’ I'le lick the son-d-a-to:?mo
that taiks her stand-off even Fur the
drinx. a word To the wise is sufficient
an’ orter work on fools too.”

each, | on the

i i v. H
m;ﬁmz’mgu'ﬁm“’“h‘fm noble | business If

. of Hamilton Col- | and

um tenderfoot will loeate | the

—Itisa
they have
ber of

wire.
e e ol e
a on i 1,000,-
proval of the local government.
—Jesse James, the outlaw, ssys he
will kill twenty men before he is taken,

and every detective in the West seems te
fear that he may be counted one of the
twenty.

nd how to serve an
on a single te

num-

—A'Mmmwhm’demu

thur recently asking prompt admission
4 Mngtha licant's wife
was an intimate friend one of the
President’s grooms.
—Forty-seven million were

—The architect of the new Metropoli-
tan House at New York says that
it will have the auditorium of
any theater in the world, even exceeding
that of La Scala, at Milan, which is now
the largest.

—The London Law Journal is of the
opinion that a Judge should have the
power to remove a prisoner from the
court-room and srweecl with the trial,
if justice cannot decorously be adminis-
terud in the prisoner’s presence.

—The wife of Engineer Melville of the
Jeannette has been married to him
seventeen years, four of which she has
enjoyed his presence with her. The rest
of the time he has been in the ice packs
of the frigid zone.

—John Ballard of Columbus, 0., died

recently at three o’clock inthe morning.
At that hour, his friend, Henry Ward,
at Zanesville, awoke, called for his horse,
saying that Ballard had called him
and he must go; andin two hours he was
dead.
—It does not require a mine in order
to start a mini wm‘my. The fleeced
ones, |mweve:§nd even the wild-
est companies do have a mine. The
officers demonstrate to them, after s
time, that what was yours is now mine.
—Boston Transcript.

—Joseph Smith, of Oswego, rushed
home the other day to shake ds with
his wife and bid her farewell, as he felt
that he should die at once. To herin-
El.iryhe said he felt well, but was sure

at his time had come. In fifteen min-
utes he was dead.

—A dent of the Chicago
Tribune says: “It is a fact that no one
will be found to dispute that we have in
Chicago at the present time entirely too
much crime to the square mile.”” About
how much crime would be the correct
thing.—N. Y. Graphic.

—Attorney-General Cleaves, of Maine,
in his annual report, favors the restora-
tion of capital punishment. He says the
eonvictions for murderin the first
during the presentyear alone ex the
number during the three years previous
to the abolition of the desath penaity, and
are nearly equal to thenumber occurring
during the three years following.

—Baroness E , wife of the bank-
er, ordered her to take her to
the Ring Theater in Vienna the night it
was burned. Accidentally the coachman
arrived fifteen minutes later than ordered
and the Baroness escaped the horrors of
the fire. Strangely enough, a like delay

revented her intended visit to the Nice
Bpemummeonthaewningit wasburned

—Senor Zamacona, the Mexican Min-
ister, Enve a farewell ball in Washington
recently. The Washi Star says:
*The decorations wi and without
the two houses they occupy have never

surpassed here. All the projections
of bay windows, doorways and cornices
of the buildings were brilli nrithlﬁhll.
showing the red, and white of the
Mexican nati colors. The name
Mexico and the coat of arms of that re-
public blazed in gas jets. On entering,
tropic;ld plants and cn:lﬂu:l'ers were seen
grouped in corners an man-
tels and tables. The st-irw:mmg

were also
entwined with n. Smilax trimmed
chandeliers and mirrors 'I'I:e vista

cl en in the rear, which was
brilliantly lighted and its wallslined with
tall plants.

e large picture of the Cit
tl:‘:mllinlhamg

pproached are tepresenting
scenes from peasant life in Mexico.
floor of the ballroom was covered with
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